CHAPTER  XVII
At Home
MARIE was at home again in a big old-fashioned
flat on the Seine Quay side. The Seine has two
islands in the heart of Paris: the lie de la Cite, the
ship-shaped isle, the oldest part of Paris, the old,
with its sombre, beautiful and famous buildings;
and the lie St. Louis, old too and more lonely,
where Marie lived on the Quai de Bethune. Two
centuries before, the houses in the Rue de Bethune
had been inhabited by dukes and gentlemen of
the court. Marie's flat was a rambling place of
corridors and many stairs. Her rooms were im-
mense and lofty and empty. She had never learnt
how to be rich or how to draw comfort around
herself. Her few pieces of mahogany furniture
stood about anyhow on the wide spaces of the
slippery polished floor! She and Irene shivered
and didn't notice it in the icy cold and bareness,
but Eve spent her pocket money on attempts to
make her own huge den cosy and elegant. One
room was beautiful, Marie's study with its severe
bookcases, its portrait of Pierre and its vase of
flowers; and all the rooms had the beauty of
light, for the windows were high and curtainless
and they looked out on to the view that ail the
artists paint: the broad sunlit Seine with its busy
little ships and colourful heavy barges and the